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colour, which in his writings resulted in the construc-
tion of what is literature rather than poetry.

Kossetti was saved by his intensity of view and his
firmness of conception from ever falling a victim to
expression pure and simple. But setting a sonnet out
of the House of Life, with its reverberating roll of
sound, against such a delicate poem as The Portrait) or
a picture of some ideal female head like the Astarte
Syriaca} with all its dark jewellery of qolour, against an
early water-colour like Fazio's Mistress, one feels that
technical advance is not pure gain. Full to the brim
as the later work is of all that art can do, it is like
placing some gorgeous confection, to which a hundred
strange exotic products have contributed their scents
and savours, side by side with a branch plucked from
some orchard tree, laden with virginal fruit, with the
dew of the morning still globed upon it.

The deep melancholy traceable in so many of the
poems is inseparable from Rossetti's later view of life.
The mystery of death, of separation, of the decay and
vanishing of charm, of pain and sorrow, cutting in, so
to speak, across the message of beauty, could not be
shut out from his thoughts. To him such things were
.' not pathetic; they did not hint at possibilities of
restoration and future fulfilment. They seemed rather
like a relentless tempest, sweeping from some evil and
boding quarter, rending and wrecking the perfection,
the sweetness, the loveliness of life. He did not probe
deeper, and try to discover some formula which could
harmonise and glorify the horror. He merely said,
" Though the heart ache to contemplate it, it is there."
B.ossetti's use of words is an interesting study. In
his early poems he had a strong fancy for archaicnif falling on
